the season the house is packed; yet the operatic productions are
excessively dull. They are a pot-pourri of bad vocal standards, over-
worked artists, dreadful settings and a tiresome repertoire. It is
often impossible to believe that one has not been transplanted back
fifty years, while the somnambulistic conductor seems forgotten by
the elephantine singers wearing wigs and draperies saved from
Patti's day.
When the Metropolitan Opera Company was founded in the
'eighties, certain wealthy people took boxes for the season, in the
same way that real estate is owned. These investments have now
become the means whereby the great families can enjoy music for its
own sake. Some of these boxes have passed from grandfather to
grandson, and may be sub-let or sold. There is a great deal of
etiquette about the "placement" in the box, and the owner must sit
in the front row, at the farthest point from the stage. Unfortunately,
some of the boxes remain unused for much of the season, for their
owners have not taken the trouble to go to the opera, to sub-let
them or to place them at the disposal of their friends.
Not so, however, on the first night of the season, for this event
is of great importance. The cars of the opera-goers create an im-
passable phalanx extending for many blocks around the Metropoli-
tan, and, in addition to the music-lovers there is the social-army
cataclysm in its annual mass attack upon music. Warlike conditions
prevail in the lobby, where the "Four Thousand" is fighting its way
through a mob of journalists and photographers. Lakme has begun
when the auditorium is reached, but that is a minor consideration.
The real interest lies in watching the boxes in the golden horseshoe
filling, one by one. Mrs. Vanderbilt arrives, all white and silver, as
if in a cocoon of that spun-sugar around an ice-cream.
When the lights go up in the auditorium for the first interval the
Opera Season has really begun.
A pathological restlessness pervades the house. Everyone is
searching for someone else. The Louis Sherry lounge is thick with
smoke, and the harassed faces are continuously lit by the flash of
photographers* bulbs. Groups of old ladies in mustaxd wigs,
marmalade wigs, chutney wigs that cover a web of skin-stitches over
the temples, dressed in the palest Neapolitan and pistachio ice-cream
colours, with orchids tied with tinsel ribbon in the white fox collars
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